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has another man in his cabin, I cannot go and visit him ; but I think he is not very bad. By the way, I seized the first opportunity to ask him about the furniture, but found myself none the wiser; he * thought some one had been written to,1 but I suspect my unpractical children of having forgotten all about it! it is a good thing I am going back to look after them. . . .
June 20.
r I ^HE storm moderated soon after I last X wrote, though the sea still remained very high; however, the captain relieved us by saying he would not now have to beat about till the wind went down, but could go straight into harbour when we reach Apia early to-morrow. I wonder what we shall find : war and a guarded hotel, or peace and an open road to Vailima ? You are probably wiser and better informed at this moment than I. That is the worst of sea-voyages, but this one of mine has at last come to an end.
Vailima^ June 24, 1894.
HOME at last! We reached Apia at 8.30 A.M. on Thursday 2ist. It was a lovely morning, and everything was looking its very best; it quite warmed my heart to hear how all the passengers admired it, and how many envied me the privilege of living there. But when the boat came off, I was sorely disap-